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CHEATS of SCA PIN. 


i ei 


* 


Euter Octavian and Shift. 


OcTAvianN 


See HIS is unhappy News; I did not expect 
my Father in two Months, and yet you 
© lay he is return'd already. 

8 || Shift. Tis but too true. 
Od. That he arriv'd this Morning? 
Sift. This very Morning. 

O02. And that he is come with a Reſolution to marry 
me ? 

Shift. Yes, Sir, to marry you. 

O#. I am ruin'd and undone ; prithee adviſe me. 

Shift. Adviſe you? 

Oct. Yes, adviſe me. Thou art as ſurly, as if thou 
really couldſt do me no Good. Speak: Has Neceſſity 
taught thee no Wit? Haſt thou no Shift? 

Shift. Lord, Sir, I am at preſent very buſy in con- 
triving ſome Trick to ſave myſelf; I am firſt prudent, 
and then good-natur'd. 

OX. How will my Father rage and ſtorm, when he 
underſtands what Things have happen'd in his Abſence? 
I dread his Anger and Reproaches. 


Shift. Reproaches ! Wou'd I could be quit of him ſo 


eaſily; methinks I feel him already on my Shoulders. 
OX. Diſinheriting is the leaſt I can expect. 


Shift. You ſhould have thought of this before, and 
A2 not 
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not have fall'n in love with I know not whom, one that 
you met by chance in the Dewer-Coach : She is indeed 
a good ſmug Laſs, but God knows what ſhe is beſides ; 
perhaps ſome 

Od. Villain. 

Sift. I have done, Sir, I have done. 

Oct. J have no Friend that can appeaſe my Father's 
Anger, and now I ſhall be betray'd to Want and Miſery. 

Shift. For my part I know but one Remedy in our 
lis fortunes. 

Od. Pr'ythee, what is it? 

Shit. You know that Rogue and Arch-Cheat, Scaęin. 

Oc. Well; what of him ? 

Shift. There is not a more ſubtle Fellow breathing; 
ſo cunning, he can cheat one newly cheated ; tis ſuch a 
v heedling Rogue, I'd undertake in two Hours he ſhall 
make your Father forgive you all; nay, allow you 
Money for your neceflary Debauches : I ſaw him in 
three Days make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymiſt 
and Projector. 

Od. He is the fitteſt Perſon in the World for my Bu- 
fineſs ; the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the 
peeviſh old Man. Pr'ythee go look him out, we'll ſet 
aim a-work immediately. 

Shit. See where he comes -Monſieur Scapin. 

Enter Scapin. 

Scap. Worthy Sir! 

Shift. J have been giving my Maſter a brief Account 
af thy moſt noble Qualities: I told him thou wert as 
valiant as a ridden Cuckold, ſincere as Whores, honeſt 
as Pimps in Want. 

Scap. Alas, Sir, I but copy you: Tis you are brave; 
you ſcorn the Gibbets, Halters, and Priſons which threa- 
ten you, and valiantly proceed in Cheats and Robberies. 

O#. Oh Scapin! I am utterly ruin'd without thy 
Aſſiſtance. 

Scap. Why, what's the matter, good Mr. Octavian? 

Od. My Father is this Day arriv'd at Dover with old 
Mr. Grife, with a Reſolution to marry me. 

Scap. Very well. 


OA, 


* N 
- „Ä 2 „ — a * , 4 
H CC ICERT bit a. ren 


| 


A” bw By MP ow we 


The CHEATS of SCAPIN. 5 


O. Thou knoweſt I am already marry'd : How will 
my Father reſent my Diſobedience ? I am for ever loſt, 
unleſs thou canſt find ſome Means to reconcile me to him. 

Scap. Does your Father know of your Marriage? 

O#. I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with it. 

Scap. No matter, no matter, all ſhall be well; I am 


Z Publick-ſpirited: I love to help diſtreſſed young Gentle- 


men; and thank Heav'n I have had good Succeſs enough. 

Od. Beſides, my preſent Want muſt be conſider d; 
I am in Rebellion without any Money. 

Scap. I have Tricks and Shifts too to get that: I can 
cheat upon Occafion ; but Cheating is now grown an ill 
Trade; yet Heav'n be thank'd, there were never more 
Cullies and Fools; but the greateſt Rooks and Cheats 
allow'd by publick Authority ruin ſuch little Under- 
traders as I am, 

Oc. Well, get thee ſtraight about thy Buſineſs : 
Canſt thou make no uſe of my Rogue here? 

Scop. Yes, I ſhall want his Aſſiſtance; the Knave has 
Cunning, and may be uſeful. 

Shift. Ay, Sir; but like other wiſe Men, I am not 
over-valiant: Pray leave me out of this Buſineſs: My 
Fears will betray you; you ſhall execute, I'll fit at home 
and adviſe. 

Scap. I ſtand not in need of thy Courage, but thy 
Impudence, and thou haſt enough of that: Come, 
come, thou ſhalt along: What, Man, ſtand out for a 
Beating ? That's the worſt can happen. 

Shift. Well, well. 

Enter Clara. 

O#. Here comes my deareſt C/ara. 

Clar. Ah me, Ofavian! I hear ſad News: They 
ſay, your Father is return'd. 

Oct. Alas! tis true, and I am the moſt unfortunate 
Perſon in the World; but tis not my own Miſery that 
I conſider, but yours: How can you bear thoſe Wants 
to which we muſt be both reduc'd ? 

Cla. Love ſhall teach me, that can make all things 
eaſy to us; which is a Sign it is the chiefeſt Good: 


But I have other Cares. Will you be ever conſtant ? 
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—— not your Father's Severity conſtrain you to be 
alſe? 

Ocz. Never, my deareſt, never. 

C/a. They that love much may be allow'd ſome Fears. 

Scap. Come, come; we have now no Time to hear 
you ſpeak fine tender 'Things to one another : Pray de 
you prepare to encounter with your Father. 

Oct. I tremble at the Thoughts of it. 

Scap. You mult appear reſolute at firſt : Tell him you 
can live without troubling him; threaten him to turn 
Soldier; or, what will frighten him worſe, ſay, you'll 
turn Poet. Come, I'll warrant you, we bring him to 
Compoſition, 

Oct. What would I give 'twere over? 

Scap. Let us practiſe a little what you are to do. Sup- 
poſe me your Father, very grave, and very angry. 

Od. Well. | 

Scap. Do you look very careleſsly, like a ſmall Cour- 
tier upon his Country Acquaintance ; a little more ſur- 
lily : — Very well: 
therly Authority. CXavian, thou makeſt me 
weep to ſee thee; but alas! they are not Tears of Joy, 
but Tears of Sorrow. Did ever ſo good a Father beget 
fo lewd a Son? Nay, but for that I think thy Mother 
virtuous, I ſhould pronounce thou art not mine ; New- 
gate-Bird, Rogue, Villain, what a Trick haſt thou play'd 
me in my Abſence ? Marry'd! Ves: But to whom? 
Nay, that thou knoweſt not. I'Il warrant you ſome 
Waring-Woman corrupted in a civil Family, and re- 


duc'd to one of the Play-houſes, remov'd from thence 


by ſome Keeping Coxcomb, Or —— 
Ca. Hold, Scapin, hold 
Scaę. No Offence, Lady, I ſpeak but another's Words. 
Thou abominable Raſcal, thou ſhalt not have a Groat, 
not a Groat. Bcfides, I will break all thy Bones ten 
times over ; cet thee out of my Houſe. Why, 
Sir, you reply not a Word, but ſtand as baſhfully as a 
Girl that is examin'd by a bawdy Judge about a Rape. 
Od. Look, yonder comes my Father. 
Scap. Stay, Shift; and get you two gone: Let me a- 
ont to manage the old Fellow. [Ex, Oct. and Clar, 


Now I come full of my Fa- 
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Enter Thrifty, 

Thrif. Was there ever ſuch a raſh Action? 

Scap. He has been inform'd of the Buſineſs, and is 
now ſo full of it that he vents it to himſelf, 

Thrif. I would fain hear what they can fay for them- 
ſelves. | 

Scap. We are not unprovided. [At a Diftance. 

Thrif. Will they be ſo impudent to deny the Thing ? 

Scap. We never intend it. 

Thrif. Or will they endeavour to excuſe it ? 

Scap. That perhaps we may do. 

Thrif. But all ſhall be in vain. 

Scap. We'll try that. 

Tarif. I know how to lay that Rogue my Son faſt. 

Scap. That we muſt prevent. 

Thrif. And for the Tatterdemallion, Sh, I'll threſh 
him to Death; I will be three Years a cudgelling him. 

Shift. 1 wonder'd he had forgot me ſo long. 

Thrif. Oh, ho! Yonder the Raſcal is, that brave Go 
vernor ! he tutor d my Son finely. 

Scap. Sir, I am overjoy'd at your ſafe Return. 

Thrif. Good-morrow, Scapin Indeed you have 


follow'd my Inſtructions very exactly, my Son has be- 


hav'd himfetf very prudently in my Abſence ; has he 
not, Raſcal, has he not ? [To Shift. 

Scap. I hope you are very well. 

Thrif. Very well thou ſay'ſt not a Word, Varlet, 
thou ſay'ſt not a Word. 

_ — a good Voyage, Mr. Thrifty ? | 

rif. Lord, Sir! a very Voyage; pray give 4 

Man a little Leave to vent M Chole. TN OY 

Scap. Would you be in Choler, Sir ? 

Thrif. Ay, Sir, I would be in Choler. 

Scap. Pray with whom? 

Thrif. With that confounded Rogue there. 

Scap. Upon what Reaſon ? 

Thrif. Upon what Reaſon ! Haſt thou not heard what 
hath happen'd in my Abſence ? 

Scap. I heard a little idle Story, 


" Thrif. A little idle Story, quoth-a! why, Man, my 


Son's uncone, my Son's undone, Scap, 
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Scap. Come, come, Things have not been well carried; 
but I would adviſe you to make no more of it. 

Thrif. I'm not of your Opinion, I'll make the whole 
Town ring of it. 

Scap. Lord, Sir, I have ſtorm'd about this Buſineſs as 
much as you can do for your Heart, but what are we 
both the better? I told him, indeed, Mr. Octavian, you 
do not do well to wrong ſo good a Father: I preached 
him three or four times aſleep, but all would not do; 
till at laſt, when I had well examin'd the Buſineſs, I 
found you had not ſo much Wrong done you as you 
imagine. 

Thrif. How, not Wrong done me, to have my Son 
marry d without my Conſent to a Beggar ! 

Scap. Alas, he was ordain'd to it. 

Thrif. That's fine indeed; we ſhall ſteal, cheat, mur- 
der, and ſo be hang'd, then ſay we were ordain'd to it. 

Scap. Truly, I did not think you ſo ſubtle a Philoſo- 
pher ; I mean, he was fatally engag'd in this Affair. 

Thrif. Why did he engage himſelf ? 

Scap. Very true indeed, very true; but fye upon you 
now, would you have him as wiſe as yourlelf * Young 
Men will have their Follies, witneſs my Charge, Lean- 
der; who has gone and thrown away himſelf at a 
ſtranger Rate than your Son. I would fun know if you 
were not once young yourſelf; yes, I warrant you, 
and had your Frailties. 

Thrif. Yes, but they never coſt me any Thing ; a 
Man may be as frail and as wicked as he pleaſe, if it 
coſt him nothing. 

Scap. Alas, he was ſo in love with the young Wench, 
that if he had not had her, he muſt have certainly 
hangs himſelf. - 

Shift. Muſt ! why he had already done it, but that I 
came very ſeaſonably and cut the Rope. 

Thrif. Didſt thou cut the Rope, Dog? I'll murder 
thee for that ; thou ſhouldſt have let him hang. 

Scap. Beſides, her Kindred ſurpriz'd him wich her, 
and forc'd him to marry her. 

Thrif. 'Then ſhould he have preſently gone, and pro- 
teſted againſt the Violence at a Notary's, Scap. 


e 1 * 


— Ne OE "OO" 


The CHEATS of SCAPIN, 9 


Scap. O Lord, Sir, he ſcorn'd that. 
Thrif. Then might I eafily have diſannull'd the 
Marriage. 
Scap. Diſannul the Marriage? —— Thrif. Yes. 
Scap. You ſhall not break the Marriage. 
Thrif. Shall not I break it? —— Scap. No. 
7hrif. What, ſhall not I claim the Privilege of a Fa- 
ther, and have Satisfaction for the Violence done to 
my Son? 
Scap. Tis a Thing he will never conſent to. 
7hrif. He will not conſent to ! © 
Scap. No: Would you have him confeſs he was 
hector'd into any Thing? That is to declare himſelf a 
Coward : Oh fye, Sir, one that has the Honour of 
being your Son, can never do ſuch a Thing. 
T Pi Piſh, talk not to me of Honour ; he ſhall do 
it, or be diſinherited. | 
Scap. Who ſhall difinherit him ? 
Thrif. That will I, Sir. 
Scap. Vou diſinherit him! very good, 
Thrif. How, very good ? 
Scap. You ſhall not difinherit him. 
Thrif. Shall not I diſinherit him? 
Scap. No. Thrif. No! Scap. No. : 
Thrif. Sir, you are very merry; I ſhall not diſinherit 
my Son ? 7 
Scap. No, I tell you. 
7 hrif. Pray who ſhall hinder me? | 
Scap. Alas, Sir, your own ſelf, Sir; your own ſelf. 
Thrif. I myſelf ? 
g Scap. Ves, Sir, for you can never have the Heart to 
O It. 
7hrif. You ſhall find I can, Sir. ; 
Scap. Come, you deceive yourſelf; Fatherly Affection 
maſt ſhew itſelf, it muſt, it muſt: Do not I know you 
were ever tender-hearted ? : 
Thrif. Vare miſtaken, Sir; y'are miſtaken :! — Piſh, 
why do I ſpend my Time in Tittle-tattle with this idle 
Fellow? — Hang-dog, go find out my Rake-Hell —— 
[To Shift.] whilſt I go to my Brother Gripe and inform 
him of my Misfortune, ; Scap. 


10 The CHEAaTs of SCAPIN, 


Scap. In the mean time, if I can do you any Service 

Thrif. O] I thank you, Sir, I thank you—[ Ex. Thrift. 

Shift. J muſt confeſs, thou art a brave Fellow, and 
our Affairs begin to be in a better Poſture — but the 
Money, the Money we are abominable poor, and 
my Mafter has the lean vigilant Duns, that torment him 
more than an old Mother does a poor Gallant, when ſhe 
ſollicits a Maintenance for her diſcarded Daughter. 

Scap. Your Money ſhall be my next — me ſee, 
I want a Fellow to canſt thou not counterfeit a 
roaring Bully of Al/atia ? Stalk — look big —— 
very well. Follow me, I have Ways to diſguiſe thy 
Voice and Countenance. 

Shift. Pray take a little Care, and lay your Plot ſo 
that I may not a& the Bully always ; I would not be 
beaten like a Bully. | 

Scap. We'll ſhare the Danger, we'll ſhare the Danger. 

[ Excunt , 


rn, SEENE. L 


Enter Thrifty and Gripe. 


Gripe. (IR, what you tell me concerning your Son, 
hath ſtrangely fruſtrated our Deſigns. 

_ Thrif. Sir, trouble not yourſelf about my Son; I have 

undertaken to remove all Obſtacles, which is the Buſi- 

neſs I am fo vigorouſly in purſuit of. 

Gripe. In troth, Sir, I'll tell you what I ſay to you: 
The Education of Children, after the getting of 'em, 
ought to be the neareſt Concern of a Father. And had 
you tutor'd your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent 
on you, he never could ſo ſlightly have forfeited his. 

Thrif. Sir, to return you a Sentence for your Sen- 
tence : Thoſe that are ſo quick to cenſure and condemn 
the Conduct of others, ought firſt to take care that all 
be well at home. 

Gripe. Why, Mr. Thrifty, have you heard any thing 
concerning my Son? 


Thrif, 


done: 
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Thrif. It may be I have; and it may be worſe than 
of my own. | 

Gripe. What is't I pray? my Son? 

Thrif. Ev'n your own Scapin told it me, and you may 
hear it from him or ſome body elſe : For my part, I am 
your Friend, and would not willingly be the Meſſenger 
of ill News to one that I think ſo to me. Your Servant: 
I muſt haſten to my Council, and adviſe what's to be 
done in this Caſe. Good bu'y till I ſee you again. 

74 Thrifty. 

Gripe. Worſe than his Son] for my Part I cannot 
imagine how ; for a Son to marry impudently without 
the Conſent of his Father, is as great an Offence às can 
be imagin'd, I take it : But yonder he comes. 

Enter Leander. 

Leand. Oh my dear Father, how joyful am I to ſee 

you ſafely return'd ! Welcome, as the Bleſſing which I 


am now craving will be. 
Gripe, Not ſo faſt, Friend a' mine; ſoft and fair goes 


| far, Sir. You are my Son, as I take it. 


Leand. What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

Gripe. Stand till, and let me look ye in the Face. 

Leand. How muſt I ſtand, Sir? 

Gripe. Look upon me with both Eyes. 

Leand. Well, Sir, I do. 

Gripe. What's the meaning of this Report? 

Leand. Report, Sir ? 

Gripe. Yes, Report, Sir, I ſpeak Exgliſb, as I take it: 
What is't that you, have done in my Abſence ? 

Leand. What i Sir, which you would have had me 


Gripe. I do not aſk you, what I would have had you 
done ; but what have you done ? 


Leand. Who I, Sir? why, I have done nothing at all, 

not 1, Sir. | 
Gripe. Nothing at all? Leand. No, Sir. 
Gripe. You have no Impudence to ſpeak on. 


Leand. Sir, I have the Confidence that becomes a 
Man, and my Innocence. 

Gripe. Very well, but Scapin, d'ye mark me, young 
Man, Scapin has told me ſome Tales of your Behaviour. 
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Leand. Scapin ! | 

Grife. Oh, have I caught you? That Name makes ye 
bluſh, does it? Tis well you have ſome Grace left. 

Leand. Has he ſaid any Thing concerning me? 

Gripe. That ſhall be examin'd anen: In the mean 
while get you home, d'ye hear, and tay till my Return; 
but look to't, if thou haſt done any thing to diſhonour 
me, never think to come within my Doors, or ſee my 
Face more; but expect to be miſerable as thy Folly and 
Poverty can make thce. [ Exit Gripe. 

Leand. Very fine; I am in a hopeful Condition: This 
Raſcal has betray'd my Marriage, and undone me: Now 
there is no Way left but to turn Outlaw, and live by 


Rapine ; and to ſet my Hand in, the firſt Thing ſhall be 


to cut the Throat of that perfidious Pick-thank Dog 


that has ruin'd me. 
Enter Octavian and Scapin. 


OZ. Dear Scapin, how infinitely am I obliged to thee 


for thy Care ! | 
Leand. Yonder he comes: I'm overjoy'd to ſee you, 


good Mr. Dog! 


Scapin. Sir, your moſt humble Servant, you honour | 


me too far. 


Lean. You act an ill Fool's Part; but I ſhall teach you. 


Scap. Sir ? | 

OX. Hold, Leander. 

Leand. No, Octavian, I'll make him confeſs the Trea- 
chery he has committed; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the 


Trick you have play'd me: You thought perhaps no 
body would have told me. But I'll make you confeſs | 


it, or I'll run my Sword into your Guts. 


Scap. Oh, Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do 


ſuch a Thing ? Have I done you any Injury, Sir ? 


Leand. Yes, Raſcal, that you have, and I'll make you 
own it too, or I'll ſwinge it out of your already tann'd d 
thick Hide. [ Beats bim. 
Scap. The Devil's in't. Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? 
Nay, good Mr. Leander, pray, Mr. Leander; Squire 


Leander As I hope to be ſav'd 


Oct. Pr'ythee be quiet; for ſhame ; enough. | Later paſeth. 
| Scap. | 
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Scap. Well, Sir, 1 confeſs indeed that 

Leand. What ! ſpeak, Rogue. 1 

Scap. About two Months ago you may remember, a 
Maid Servant dy'd in the Houſe. | 

Leand. What of all that ? 

Scap. Nay, Sir, if I confeſs you muſt not be angry. 

Leand. Well, go on. | ; 

Scap, "T'was ſaid ſhe dy'd for love of me, Sir: But let 
that pals. N 

Leand. Death ! you trifling Buffoon. 

Scap. About a Week after her Death, I dreſt up myſelf 
like her Ghoſt, and went into Madam Lucia, your Miſ- 
treſs's Chamber, where ſhe lay half in, half out of Bed, 
with her Woman by her, reading an ungodly Play-Book. 

Leand. And was it your Impudence did that ? 

Scap. They both believe it was a Ghoſt to this Hour. 
But it was myſelf play'd the Goblin, to frighten her 
from the ſcurvy Cuſtom of lying awake at thoſe unſea- 
ſonable Hours, hearing filthy Plays, when ſhe had ne- 
ver ſaid her Prayers. 

Leand. I ſhall remember you for all in Time and 
Place : But come to the Point, and tell me what thou 
haſt ſaid to my Father. 

Scap. 'To your Father ? I have not ſo much as ſeen 
him ſince his Return, and if you'd aſk him, he'll tell 


you ſo himſelf. 


Leand. Yes, he told me himſelf, and told me all that 
thou haſt ſaid to him. | 

Scap. With your good Leave, Sir, then he ly'd ; I beg 
your Pardon, I mean he was miſtaken. 

Enter Sly. 

Sy. Oh, Sir, I bring you the moſt unhappy News. 

Leand. What's the |" $5. ? 

Sly. Your Miſtreſs, Sir, is yonder arreſted in an Ac- 
tion of 200/. They ſay 'tis a Debt ſhe left unpaid at 
London, in the haſte of her Eſcape hither to Dower ; and 
if you don't raiſe Money within theſe two Hours to 
diſcharge her, ſhe'll be hurry'd to Priſon, 

Leand. Within theſe two Hours ? 

$/z. Yes, Sir, within theſe two Hours. 

B Leand. 
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Leand. Ah m  Seapin, I want thy Aſſiſtance. 
a [ Scapin awa/ks about ſurlily. 

Scap. Ah my poor Scapin ! Now I'm your poor Sca- 
fir, now ye've need of me. 

Leend. No more: I pardon thee all that thou haf 
done, and worſe if thou art guilty of it. 

Scap. No, no, never pardon me; run your Sword in 
my Guts, you'll do better to murder me. 

Leand. For Heaven's ſake think no more upon that, 
but ſtudy now to aſſiſt me. | 

Od. You muſt do ſomething for him. 

Scap. Yes, to have my Bones broken for my Pains, 

Leand. Would you leave me, Scapin, in this ſevere 
Extremity ? 

Scap. To put ſuch an Aﬀront upon me as you did. 

Leand. I wrong'd thee, I confeſs. | 

Scap. To uſe me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raſ- 
cal, to threaten to run your Sword in my Guts. 

Leand. I cry thy Mercy with all my Heart; and if 
thou wilt have me throw myſelf at thy Feet, Ill do't. 

O04. Faith, Scagin, you muſt, you cannot but yield. 

Scap. Well then : But d'you mark me, Sir, another 
Time better Words and gentler Blows. _ 

Leand. Will you promiſe to mind my Buſineſs ? 

Scap. As I fee convenient, Care ſhall be taken. 

Leand. But the Time you know is ſhort. 

Scap. Pray, Sir, don't be ſo troubleſome : How much 
Money is't you want ? 

Leand. "Iwo hundred Pounds. 

Scap. And you? Oct. As much. 

Scap. [To Leander. ] No more to be ſaid; it ſha!l be 
done : For you the Contrivance is Jaid already ; and for 
your Father, tho' he be covetous to the laſt degree, yet, 
thanks be to Heav'n, he's but a ſhallow Perſon, his Parts 
are not extraordinary: Do not take it ill, Sir, for you 
have no Reſemblance of him, but that y' are very like 
him. Be gone; I ſee Odlaviaus Father coming, III 
begin with him. [ Exit. Oct. and Leand. 

Enter Thrifty. 
Here he comes, mumbling and chewing the Cud, to 
prove himſelf a clean Beaſt. | Tarif. 
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Thrifty. Oh, audacious Boy, to commit ſo infolent a 
Crime, and plunge himſelf in ſuch a Miſchief ! 

Scap. Sir, your humble Servant. 

Thrif. How do you, Scapin - 

"cap. What, you are ruminating on your Son's raſh 
Actions? Ty 

Thrifty. Have I not Reaſon to be troubled ? 

Scap. The Life of Man is full of Troubles, that's 
the Truth on't : But your Philoſopher is always pre- 
par'd. I remember an excellent Proverb of the Anci- 
ents, very fit for your Cate, 

Thrif. What's that? 

Scap. Pray, mind it, twill do ye a World of Good. 

Yhrif. What is't, I aſk you? 

Scap. Why, when the Maſter of a Family ſhall be ab- 
ſent any conſiderable Time from his Home or Manſion, 
he ought rationally, gravely, wiſely, and philoſophical- 
ly, to revolve within his Mind all the concurrent Cir- 
cumſtances, that may, during the Interval, conſpire to 
the Conjunction of thoſe Misfortunes and troubleſome 
Accidents that may intervene upon the ſaid Abſence, 
and the Interruption of his Oeconomical Inſpection inte 
the Remiſneſs, Negligences, Frailties, and huge and 

illous Errors, which his Subſtitutes, Servants, or Tru- 

es, may be capable of, or liable and obnoxious unto ; 
which may ariſe from the Imperfection and Corruptneſs 
of ingenerated Natures, or the 'Taint and Contagion of 
corrupted Education, whereby the Fountain-head of 
Man's Diſpoſition becomes muddy, and all the Streams 
of his Manners and Converſation run conſequently de- 
fil'd and impure : Theſe things premis'd, and fore-con- 
ſider d, arm the ſaid prudent philoſophical Pater-Fam:- 
iat, to find his Houſe laid waſte, his Wife murder'd, 
his Daughters deflower'd, his Sons hang d: 

Cum multis aliis que nunc perſcribere longuge eſt. 

and to thank H&av'n tis no worſe too. D'ye mark, Sir ? 

Thrif. S'death! Is all this a Proverb ? 

Scap. Ay, and the beſt Proverb, and the wiſeſt in the 
World. Good, Sir, get it by Heart : "Twill do ye the 
greateſt Good imaginable ; ＋ don't trouble n 
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I'll repeat it to you till you have gotten it by Heart. 

Thrif. No, I thank you, Sir, I'll have none on't. 

Scap. Pray do, you'll like it better next Time; hear 
it once more, I ſay When the Maſter of a 

_ Thrif. Hold, hold, I have better Thoughts of my on; 
I'm going to my Lawyer; I'll null the Marriage. 

. Scap. Going to Law ! Are you mad to venture yourſelf 
among Lawyers? Do you not ſee every Day how the 
Spunges ſuck poor Clients, and with a Company of 
fooliſh nonſenſical Terms, and knaviſh Tricks, undo 
the Nation ? No, you ſhall take another Way. 

Thrif. You have Reaſon, if there were any other Way. 

Scap. Come, I have found one. The Truth is, I have 
a great Compaſſion for your Grief; I cannot, when I 
ſee tender Fathers afflicted for their Son's Miſcarriages, 
but have Bowels for 'em ; I have much ado to refrain 
weeping for you. | | 

Thrif. Truly, my Caſe is ſad, very ſad. 

Scap. So it is? Tears will burſt out; I have a great 
Reſpect for your Perſon. [ Counter feits weeping. 

7 hrif. Thank you with all my Heart; in troth we 
fhould have a Fellow-feeling. 

Scap. Ay, ſo we ſhould; I aſſure you there is not a 
Perſon in the World whom I reſpe& more than the no- 
ble Mr. Thrifty. f 
 Thrif. Thou art honeſt, Scapin. Ha'done, ha'done. 

Scap. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 

Thrif. But what is your Way ? 

Scap. Why, in brief, I have been with the Brother of 
her whom your wicked Son has married. 

Thrif. What is he ? 

Scap. A moſt outrageous roaring Fellow, with a down 
hanging Look, contracted Brow, with a ſwel'd red Face 
enflam'd with Brandy; one that frowns, puffs, and looks 
big at all Mankind, roars out Oaths, and bellows out 
Curſes enough in a Day to ſerve a Garriſon a Week ; 
bred up in Blood and Rapine, uſed to Slaughter from 
his Youth upwards ; one that makes no more Conſcience 
of killing a Man, than cracking of a Louſe ;. he has 
killed Sixteen, Four for taking the Wall of him, F 4 

or 
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for looking too big upon him, TwWo he ſhot piſſing a- 
gainſt the Wall: In ſhort, he 1 is the moſt dreadful of all 
the Race of Bullies, 

Thrif. Heav'n! how do I tremble at the Deſcription ? 
But what's this to my Buſineſs ? 

Scap. Why, he (as moſt Bullies are) is in want, and I 
have brought him, by threatning him with all the 
Courſes of Law, all the Aſſiſtance of your Friends, and 
your great Purſe, (in which I ventured my Life ten 
Times, for ſo often he drew and run at me) yet, I ſay; 
at laſt I have made him hearken to a Compoſition, and 
to null the Marriage for a Sum of Money. 

Thrif. Thanks, dear Scapin, but what Sum? 

Scap. Faith he was damnably unreaſonable at firſt, and 

gad I told him fo very roundly. 

"Thrif. A Pox on him, what did he aſk ? 

Scap. Aſk? Hang him, why he aſked 5007... 

7 brif. Ouns and Heart, 50. Five hundred Devils 
take him and fry and Fidcaſee the Dog; does he take 
me for a Mad-man ? 

Scap. Why, fol ſaid? and after much Argument, I 
brought him to this: Damme, ſays he, I am going to 
the Army, and I muſt have two good Horſes for myſelf, 
for fear one ſhould die; and thoſe will coſt at leaſt three- 
ſcore 3 

Thrif. him Rogue! why ſhould he have two 
Here ? Bur i f care not if I give threeſcore Guineas to 
be rid of this Aﬀair. 

Scap. Then, ſays he, my Piſtols, Saddle, Horſe Cloth, 
and all, will coſt twenty more. 

Thrif. Why, that's fourſcore. 

Scap. Well reckoned: Faith this Arithmetic is a fine 
Art. Then I muſt have one for my Boy will colt twenty 
more. 

Thrif. Oh the Devil! confounded Dog! let him go and 
be damn'd, I'll give him nothing. 

Scap. Sir. Thrif. Not a Sous, damn'd Raſcal, 
let him turn Foot-Soldier and be hang'd. 

- Scap. He has a Man beſides ; would you have him 90 


a- foot? 
B 3 Thrif. 
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Thrif. Ay, and his Maſter too, I'll have nothing ts 
do with him. "6. 

Scap. Well, you are reſolved to ſpend twice as muck 
at Doctors- Commons, you are; you will ſtand out for ſuch 
a Sum as this, do. f x 

Thrif. Oh damn'd unconſcionable Raſcal ! well, if it 
muſt be ſo let him have the other twenty. 

Scap. Twenty ! why it comes to forty. 

Teri. No, Til have nothing to do in it. Oh, a cove- 
tous Rogue! I wonder he is not aſham'd to be ſo covetous. 
. Scap. Why, this is nothing to the Charge at Do@ors- 
Commons ; and tho? her Brother has no Money, ſhe has an 
Uncle able to defend her. 

. Thrif. O eternal Rogue! well I muſt do't, the Devil's 
in him I think! 

Scap. Then, ſays he, I muſt carry into France Money 
to buy a Mule, to carr ; ; 

Thrif. Let him goto the Devil with his Mule, I'll ap- 
peal to the Judges. 

Scap. Nay, good Sir, think a little. 

Thrif. No, I'll do nothing. 

Scap. Sir, Sir, but one little Mule? 

. Thrif. No, not ſo much as an Aſs! 

Scap. Conſider. 

Thrif. I will not conſider, I'll go to Law. 

Scap. I am ſure if you go to Law, you do not conſider 
the Appeals, Degrees of Juriſdiction, the intricate Pro- 
ceedings, the Knaveries, the Craving of ſo many rave- 
nous Animals that will prey upon you, villainous Harpies ! 
Promoters, Tipſtaves, and the like; none of which but 
will puff away the cleareſt Right in the World for aBribe. 
On the other Side, the Proctor ſhall ſide with your Ad- 
verſary, and ſell your Cauſe for ready Money: Your Ad- 
vocate ſhall be gained the ſame Way, and ſhall not be 
found when your Cauſe is to be heard. Law is a Tor- 
ment of all Torments. 

_ Thrif. That's true: Why, what does the damn'd Rogue 
reckon for his Mule ? 

Scap. Why, for Horſes, Furniture, Mule, and to pay 
ſome Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demands, 
and will have, two hundred Pounds, Thrif. 
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 Thrif. Come, come, let's go to Law. | 
[ Thrif. eee 

Scap. Do but reflect upon —— 

Thrif. I'll go to Law. 

Scap. Do not plunge yourſelf. 

Thrif. To Law, Lell you. 

Scap. Why, there's for Procuration, FEED Coun- 
cils, Productions, ProQors, Attendance and Scribling 
vaſt Volumes of Interrogatories, Depoſitions, and Ar- 
ticles, Conſultations and Pleadings of Doctors, for the 
Regiſter, Subſtitute, Judgments, Signin Expedi- 
tion Fees, beſides the vaſt Preſents to them and their 
Wives, Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, 
give him the Money, give him it ] ſay, | 

7 hrif. What, two hundred Pounds! 

Scap. Ay, ay, why you'll gain 150 J. by it, I Love 
ſuram'd it up; I ſay give it him, I'faith do, 

Thrif, W at, two 2 ndred Pounds ! | 

Scap. Ay; beſides, = ne'er think how they'll rail 
at you in pleading, tell all your Fornications, * 
ings and Commutings in their Courts. 

Thrif. I defy em; let them tell of my 3 tis 
the Faſhion. 

Scap. Peace; here's the Brother. 

Thrif. O Heaven! what ſhall I do? 

Enter Shift diſguiſed lite a Bully, 

Shift. Damme, where's this confounded Dog, this 
Father of Odavian? Null the Marriage! By all the Ho» 
nour of my Anceſtors I'll chine the Villain. 

Thrif. Oh, Oh! Hides himfelf behind Scapin. 

Scap. He cares not, Sir, he'll not give the 200. 

Shift. By Heaven he ſhall be Worms-meat within 
theſe two Hours. | 

Scap. Sir, he has Courage, he fears you not. 

- Thrif. You lye, I have not Courage, I do fear him 
mortally. 

Shift. He! he! he! Ounds he! would all his Family 
were in him, I'd cut off Root and Branch: Diſhonour 
my Siſter! This in his Guts: What Fellow's that? ha! 

Scap. Not he, Sir. | | 

Shift, Nor none of his Friends? Thrif, 
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Thrif. No, Sir: Hang him, I am his mortal Enemy. 

Shift. Art thou the Enemy of that Raſcal ? 

Thrif. Oh! ay, hang him—Oh damn'd Bully! [ 44. 

Shift. Give me thy Hand, old Boy, the next Sun ſhall 
not ſee the impudent Raſcal alive. 

Scap, He'll muſter up all his Relations againſt you. 

Thrif. Do not provoke him, Scafin. | 

Shift. Would they were all here: Ha! hah! hah! 

[ He foyns every Way with his Sword. 
Here I had one through the Lungs, there another into 
the Heart: Hah! there another into the Guts: Ah, 
Rogues! there I was with you: Hah! hah! 

ip. Hold, Sir, we are none of your Enemies. 

Shift, No, but I will find the Villains out while my 
Blood 15 up I will deftroy the whole Family. Ha, ha, 
— = hah! [ Exit Shift. 

Thrif. Here, Scapin, I have 200 Guineas about me, 
take em. No more to be ſaid. Let me never ſee his 
Face again; take em, I ſay : This is the Devil. 

Scap. Will you not give em him yourſelf ? 

Thrif. No, no! I will never ſee him more: I ſhall 
not recover this theſe three Months. See the Buſineſs 
done. I truſt in thee honeſt Scap/»: I muſt repoſe ſome- 
where: I am mightily out of Order——A Plague on all 
Bullies I ſay. [ Exit Thrifty. 

Scap. So there's one diſpatched ; I muſt now find out 
Gripe: He's here; how Heaven brings em into my Nets 
one after another! 


Enter Gripe. K 


Scap. Oh Heaven! unlook d for Misfortune; poor Mr. 
Gripe, what wilt thou do? [ Malls about diſtractedly. 
Gripe. What's that he ſays of me? 
Scap. Is there Nobody can tell me News of Mr. Grite? 
Gripe. Who's there? Scapin / 
- Scap. How I run up and down to find him to no pur- 
poſe! Oh! Sir, is there no Way to hear of Mr. Gripe? 
Gripe. Art thou blind? I have been juſt under thy 
Noſe this Hour. 
Scab. Sir Gripe. What's the Matter? 
Scap. Oh! Sir your Son Gripe. Ha, my Son 


Scap. 


* 
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Scap. Is fallen into the ſtrangeſt Misfortune in the 
World. Gripe. What is't? | 6s. 

Scap. T met him a-while ago, -diforder'd for ſomething 
you had ſaid to him, herein you very idly made uſe of 
my Name. And ſeeking to divert his Melancholy, we 
went to walk _=_ the Pier: Amongſt other Things, he 
took particular Notice of a new Caper in her full Trim: 
The Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the hand- 
ſomeſt Collation I ever met with. | 

Gripe. Well, and where's the Diſaſter of all this? 

Scap. While we were eating he put to Sea; and when 
we were a good Diſtance from the Shore, he diſcovered 
himſelf to be an Exgliſb Renegade that was entertain'd in 
the Dutch Service, and ſent me off in his Longboat to tell 
you, that if you don't forthwith ſend him two hundred 
Pounds, he'll carry away your Son Priſoner: Nay for 
ought I know, he may carry him a Slave to Agiers. 

Gr:'e. How, in the Devil's Name? 200. 

Scap. Yes, Sir; and more than that, he has allowed 
me but an Hour's Time; you muſt adviſe quickly what 
Courſe to take to fave an only Son. 

Grife. What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard ?—— 
Run quickly, Scapin, and tell the Villain, I'll ſend my 
Lord Chief-Juſhce's Warrant after him. i 

Scap. O law! his Warrant in the open Sea: d'ye think 
Pirates are Fools? | 

 Grife. Pth* Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a 
Shipboard ? 

Scap. There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men 
to Miſchief, Sir. 

Gripe. Scapin, thou muſt now act the Part of a faith- 
ful Servant.  Scap. As how, Sir? 

Gripe. Thou muſt go bid the Pirate ſend me my Son, 
and ſtay as aPledge in his room, till I can raiſethe Money. 

Scap. Alas, Sir, think you the Captain has ſo little 
Wit as to accept of ſuch a poor raſcally Fellow as I am, 
inſtead of your Son? ” | 

Grite. What the Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 

Scab. D'ye remember, Sir, that you have but an 
Hour's Time? 


Gripe. Thou fay'ſt he demands — Scape. 2000. 
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Grije. 200l. Has the Fellow no Conſcience ? 

Scap. Olaw! the Conſcience of a Pirate | why, very 
few lawful Captains have any. 

Grite. Has he not Reaſon neither? Does he know 
what the Sum 200). is? ; 

Scap. Yes, Sir, Tarpawlins are a Sort of People that 
underftand Money, tho' they have no greatAcquaintance 
with Senſe. But for Heaven's Sake diſpatch. 

Grife. Here take the Key of my Compting-Houſe. 

Scab. So. Grife. And open it. 2:8 ery good. 

Grize. In the Left-hand Window lies the Key of my 
Garret; go take all the Cloaths that are in the great 
Cheſt, and ſell them to the Brokers to redeem my Son. 

Scap. Sir, you're mad; I ſhan't get 50s. for all that's 
there, and you know how J am ftraitned for Time. 

Gripe. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 

Scap. Let Shipboard alone, and conſider Sir, your 
Son. But Heaven's my Wuneſs, I ha' done for him as 
much as was poſſible, and if he be not redeem'd, he may 
thank his Father's Kindneſs. 

Gripe. Well, Sir, I'll go ſee if I can raiſe the Money, 
was it not nineſcore Pounds you ſpoke of? 

Scap. No, 200/,. Grite. What, 200/. Dutch, ha? 

Scap. No, Sir, I mean Eagliſß Money, zool. Sterling. 

Grite. I'th'Devil's Name, what Buſineſs had he a 
3 Confounded Shipboard! 

cap. This Shipboard ſticks in his Stomach. 

Gripe. Hold, Scatin, I remember I received the v 
dum juſt now in Gold, but did not think I ſhould have 
parted with it ſo ſoon. 

[ He preſents Scapin his Purſe, but will not let it go; 
and in his Tranſvortments pulls his Arm to and fro, 
<vhilt Scapin reaches at it. 

Scap. Ay, Sir. 

Grize. But tell the Captain he is a Son of a Whore. 

Scap. Yes, Sir. 

Gripe. A Dogbolt. 

Scap. I ſhall, Sir. | 

Gripe. A Thief, a Robber, and that he forces me ta 
pay him 200. contrary to all Law or Equity. 

Scap. Nay, let me alone with him, Gripe. 
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Gripe. That I will never forgive him dead or alive. 
Scap. very good. 
Grije. And that if ever I light on him, I'll murder 
him privately, and feed Dogs with him. 
[ He puts up bis Purſe, and is going away. 
Scap. Right Sir. 


Grięe. Now make haſte, and go and redeem my Son. 


Scap. Ay, but d'ye hear, Sir, where's the Money ? 
Gripe. Did I not give it thee ? 
Scap. Indeed, Sir,, you made me believe you would, 
but you forgot, and pur it in. your Pocket again. 4 
Gripe. Ha 
me do I know not what. 
Scap. Ay, Sir, I ſee it does indeed. 


Grife. What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? Damn'd 
Pirate, damn'd Renegade, all the Devils in Hell * 
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ſue thee. | 1 
Scap. How eaſily a Miſer ſwallows a Load, 
difficultly he diſgorges a Grain; But I'll not leave him 


ſo; he's like to pay in other Coin, for telling Tales of 


me to his Son. Enter Octavian and Leander. 
Scap. Well, Sir, I have ſucceeded in your Buſineſs, 

there's 200/. which I have ſquezed out of your Father. 
Oc. Triumphant Scat in. | i 
Scap. But for you I can do N 

— Then may I go hang myſelf. Friends both, 

eu. 

Scap. D'ye hear, d'y hear, the Devil has no ſuch Ne- 


come for you yet, that you need ride Poſt. With much 
ado I . 1 


ve got your Buſineſs done too. 
Leand. Is't poſlible ? 


Scab. But on condition that you permit me to revenge | 
myſelf on your Father for the trick he has ſerv'd me. 


Leand. With all my Heart, at thy own Diſcretion, 


good honeſt Scar in. 
Scap. Hold your Hand, there's 200/, 
Leand. My "Thinks are two many to PAY now: Fare- 
well, dear Son of Mercury, and be proſperous. | 
Seap, Gramercy, Pupil. Hence we gather. 
Give Son the Money, hang up Father. ps 


/ 


my Griefs and Fears for my Son make 


— —— — — —— — r „„ 
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. SQENE L 


Enter Lucia and Clara. 


Lucia. As ever ſuch a Trick play'd, for us to run 

away from our Governeſſes, where our 

careful Fathers had placed us, to follow a Couple of 

oung Gentlemen, only becauſe they ſaid they lov'd us? 

think 'twas a very noble Enterprize! I am afraid the 

Fortune we ſhall get by it, will very hardly recom- 
pence the Reputation we have loſt by it. 

Cla. Our greateſt Satisfaction is, that they are Men of 
Faſhion and Credit, and for my part I long ago reſolv'd 
not to marry any other, nor ſuch an one neither, till 1 
had a perfe& Confirmation of his Love; and 'twas an 
Aſſurance of Ofawiar's that brought me hither. 

Luc. I muſt confeſs, I had no leſs a Senſe of the Faith 
and Honour of Leander. 

Cla. But ſeems it not wonderful, that the Circumſtances 
of our Fortune ſhould be ſo nearly ally'd, and ourſelves 
ſo much —_ Beſides, if I miſtake not, I ſce ſome- 
thing in Leander, ſo much reſembling a Brother of mine 
of the ſame Name, that did not the time ſince I ſaw him 
make me fearful, I ſhould be often apt to call him ſo. 

Luc. I have a Brother too, whoſe Name's Ofawer, 
bred in Italy, and juſt as my Father took his Voyage, 
returned home; not knowing where to find me, I be- 
lieve is the Reaſon 1 have not ſeen him yet. But if I 
deceive not myſelf, there is ſomething in your Octavian 
that extremely refreſhes my Memory of him. 

Cla. I wiſh we might be ſo happy as we are inclined 
to hope; but there's a ſtrange blind fide in our Natures, 
which always makes us apt to believe, what we moſt 
earneſtly deſire. 

Luc. The worſt at laſt, is but to be forſaken by our 
Fathers: And for my Part I had rather loſe an old Fa- 
ther than a young Lover, when I may with Reputation 
keep him, and ſecure myſelf againſt the Impoſition of 
Fatherly Authority. | | 

a. How unſufferable is it to be ſacrificed to the —_ 
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of a nauſeous Blockhead, that has no other Senſe than to 
eat and drink when 'tis provided for him, riſe in the 
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with much ado 
be perſuaded to keep himſelf clean! 

Luc. A Thing of mere Fleſh and Blood, and that of 
the worlt Sort too, with a ſquinting meagre hang-dog 
Countenance, that looks as if he always wanted Phyſic 
for the Worms. 

Cla. Yet ſuch their filly Parents are generally moſt in- 
dulgent to, like Apes, never ſo well pleaſed as when 
th'are fondling with their ugly Iſſue. 

Luc. Twenty to one, but to ſome ſuch charming Crea- 
tures our careful Fathers had deſigned us. 

Cla. Parents think they do their Daughters the greateſt 
Kindneſs in the World, when they get them Fools for 
their Huſbands; and yet are very apt to take it ill if 
they make the right Uſe of them. 

Luc. T'd no more be bound to ſpend my Days in Mar- 
riage to a Fool, becauſe I might rule him, than I would 
always ride an Aſs, becauſe the Creature was gentle. 

Cla. See, here's Scat in, as full of Deiigns and Affairs, 
as a callow Stateſman at a Treaty of Feace. 


Enter Scapin. 

Scap. Ladies! 

Cla. Oh, Monſieur Scapin! What's the Reaſon you 
have been ſuch a Stranger of late? 

Scap. Faith, Ladies, Buſineſs, Buſineſs has taken up 
my Time; and truly I love an active Life, love my Buſi- 
neſs extreamly. 

Luc. Methinks tho', this ſhould be a difficult Place 
for a Man of your Excellencies to find Employment in. 

Scap. Why faith, Madam, I'm never ſhy to my Friends: 
My Buſineſs is, in ſhort, like that of all other Men of 
Buſineſs, diligently contriving how to play the Knave, 
and cheat to get an honeſt Livelihood. 

. Cla. Certainly Men of Wit and Parts necd never be 
driven to indirect Courſes. 

Scap. Oh, Madam! Wit and Honeſty, like Oil and 
Vinegar, with much ado mingle together, give a Reliſh 


to a good Fortune, and paſs well enough ſor Sauce, but 
C are 
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are very thin Fare of themielves. No, give me your 
Knave, your thorough-pac'd Knave; hang his Wit, fo 
he be but Rogue enough. 

Luc. You're grown very much out of Humour with 
Wit, Scat in, I hope yours has done you no prejudice of 
late. 
Scap. No, Madam, your Men of Wit are good for 
nothing, dull, lazy, reſtive Snails ; 'tis your undertaking, 
impudent, puſhing Fool that commands his Fortune. 

C/a. You are very open and plain in this Proceeding, 
whatever you are in others. 

Scap. Dame Fortune, like moſt others of the Female 
Seu, (I ſpeak all this with reſpect to your Ladyſhip) is 
generally moſt indulgent to the nimble mettled Block- 
heads; Men of Wit are not for her turn, ever too 
thoughtful when they ſhould be active: Why, who be- 
heves any Man of Wit to have ſo much as Courage? No, 
Ladies, if ye've any Friends that hope to raiſe themſelves, 
adviſe them to be as much Fools as they can, and they'll 
never want Patrons: And for Honeſty, if your Ladyſhip 
think fit to retire a little further, you ſhall ſee meperform 
upon a Gentleman that's coming this Way. 

Ca. Prithee, Lucia, let us retreat a little, and take 
this Opportunity of ſome Divertiſement ; which has been 
very ſcarce here hitherto. 

Enter Shift with a Sack. 

Scap. Oh Shift. | 

Shif. Speak not too loud my Maſter's coming. 

Scaþ. I'm glad on't, I ſhall teach him to betray the 
Secrets of his Friend. If any Man puts a Trick upon 
me without Return, may I loſe this Noſe with the Pox, 
without the Pleaſure of getting it. 

Shift. I wonder at thy Valour, thou art continually 
venturing that Body of thine, to the indignity of Bruiſes 
and indecent Baftinadoes. 

Scap. Difficulties in Adventures make them pleaſant 
when accompliſhed. 

Shift. But your Adventures, how comical ſoever in 
the Beginning, are ſure to be tragical in the End. 

Scap. "Tis no matter, I hate your puſillanimous Spirit: 

Revenge 
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Revenge and Leachery are never ſo pleaſant as when you 

venture hard for them; begone: Here comes my Man. 
Enter Gripe. 

Oh, Sir, Sir, ſhift for your ſelf, quickly Sir, quickly Sir, 

for Heaven's Sake. 

Gripe. What's the matter, Man? 

Scap. Heaven! is this a Time to aſk Queſtions? Will 
you be murder'd inſtantly ? I am afraid you will be kil!'d 
within theſe two Minutes. 

Erie. Mercy on me! kill'd for what? 

Scab. They are every where looking out for you. 

Grize., Who? Who? 

Scap. The Brother of her whom your Son has married; 
he's a Captain of a Privateer, who has all ſorts of Rogues; 
Enolifh, Scotch, N elſb, Iriſh, French, under his Command. 
and all lying in wait now, or ſearching for you to kill 
you, . you would null the Marriage: they ruu up 
and down, crying, where is the Rogue Gripe? Where 
is the Dog? Where is the Slave Ge? They watch for 
you ſo narrowly, that there's no getting home to your 


Houſe. 


Gripe. Oh, Scapin! What ſhall I do? What will be- 
come of me? - ; 

Scap. Nay, Heaven knows; but if you come within 
their Reach, they will De Vit you, they will tear you in 
Pieces;— hark. 

Gripe. Oh Lord! 

Scap. Hum, tis none of them. | 

Gripe. Canſt thou find no Way for my Eſcape, dear 
Scapin ? 

Scap. I think I have found one. 

Gripe. Good Scapin, ſhow thyſelf a Man now. 

Scap. I ſhall venture being moſt immoderately beaten, 

Gripe. Dear Scapin, do; I will reward thee bounteoufly : 
I'll give thee this Suit when I have wern it cight or nine 
Months longer. 

Scap. Liſten! who are theſe ? 

Gripe. God forgive me, Lord have Mercy upon us. 

Scap. No, there's nobody; look, if you'll * your 
Life go into this Sack 8 

2 


Gripe. 
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Gripe. Oh! who's there ? 

Scap. Nobody: Get into the Sack, and ſtir not, what- 
ever happens: I'll carry you as a Bundle of Goods thro' 
all your Enemies to the Mayor's Houſe of the Caſtle. 

Gripe. An admirable Invention, Oh Lord! quick. 

L Gets into the Sack. 

Scap. Yes, tis an excellent Invention, if you knew 
; Keep in your Head. Oh, here's a Rogue coming 
to look for you. | 

Scapin counterfeits a Welſhman. 

Do you hear, I pray you, where is Leander's Father, 
geo you. In his own Voice. © 

How ſhould I know? what would you have with him 

Lie cloſe. [ Afide to Gripe. 

Have wwith him, look you, Bur has no creat pus'neſs, * 
ur would have Satisfatiions and Reparations, look you, far 
Credits and Honours ; by St. Tavy he ſhall not fut the Imgu- 
r.es and Afronts uton my Captains, look you now, Sir. 

He affront the Captain, he meddles with no Man. 

You He, Sir, look you, and hur wviil give you Beatings and 
Claſtiſements for your Contradictions, when hur Welſe Phood's 
p, loch you, and hur will cudgel your Pack and your Nottles 
tor it; take you that, pray now. Beats the Sack. 

Hold, hold, will you murder me? I'know not where 
he is not J. | 

Hur will teach ſaucy Facks how they provoke hur Wel/e 
Ploods and hur Collars: and for the old Rogue, hur will have 
tis Guts and his Plaod, look you, Sir, or bur will newer 
d⁊tcear Leek upon St. Tavy's Day more, look you. 

Oh! he has mawl'd me, a damn'd We/þ Raſcal. 

Gripe. You? The Blows fell upon my Shoulders. Oh! 

Scap. "Twas only the End of the Stick fell on you, 
the main ſubſtantial Part of the Cudgel lighted on me. 

Gripe. Why did you not ſtand further off? 

Scap. Peace Here's another Rogue. ; 

In a Lancaſhire Dialect.] Yaw Fellee ui th Sack there, 
done yaw knaw whear th'awd Raſcat Griap is? 

Not I; but he is no Raſcal. 

Yaw leen, yaw Douge, yaw hnaw aveel enugb wwhear he 
7s, an yawden tell, ond that he is a ſoau Raſcot as any in 

* A; 
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aw the Tawn ; I's tell a that by'r Lady. 

Not I, Sir, I know neither, not I. 

By th' Meſs, an ay tack thee in Hont, ay's radale the Bones 
on thee, ay's keeble thee to ſome Tune. 

Me, Sir? I don't underſtand you. 

1 hy, Thaw'rt his Mon, thaw Hobble, Til ſnite th'Naes 
o thee, 

Hold, hold, Sir, what would you have with him! 

Why, 1 mun knock him down with my Kibbo, the firſt 
baut to the grawnt, and then 1 num beat him to Pas, by 
th'Meſs, and after ay mun cut off the Lugs and Naes on em, 
and ay wet, he'll be a pretty feoatley Fellee, bawt Lags and 
Naes. 

Why, truly, Sir, I know not where he is, but he went 
down that Lane. 

This Lone, ſayn ye? Ays find him, by'r Lad), an he be 
above grawnt, 

So, he's gone, a damn'd Lancaſg ire Raſcal. 

_ Gripe. Oh good Scapin! go on quickly. 
Scap. Hold, here's another. [ Gripe pops in his Head. 
In an Iriſh Tone. 

Doeft thou hear, Sackman ? I prithce whare is that damm d 
Dog, Gripe? 

Why, what's that to you ? What know T? 

What's that to me, Foy? by myShoul Foy, 1 will lay a great 
Blow upon thy Pate, and the Devil take me, but I will nate 
thee know awhare he is indeed, or Ill beat upon thee till thu 
dojt know, by my Salvation indeed. 

I'Il not be beaten. 

New the Devil take me, I ear by him that made me, 
if thou doft not tell whare is Gripe, but I will beat thy Fa- 
ther Child very much indeed. EYE 

What would you have me do? I cant tell where he 
is. But what would you have with him? 

What would Thavewith him? By my ſboul, if I do fee hin, 
1 will make Murder upon him for my Captain's Sake. 

Murder him? he'll not be murdered. 

If I do lay my Eyes upon him, gad 1 will put my Sword 
iuto his Bowels, the Devil take me indeed. What haſt tho 
in that Sack, Joy? by my Salvation { will lot into it. 

C3 But 
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But you ſhall not. What have you to do with it? 
By my Soul, Toy, I will put my Rajier into it. 
Grife. Oh! O! 
What, it does grunt, by my Salvation the Devil take me 1 
vill ſee it indeed. 
You ſhall not ſee my Sack; I'll defend it with my Life. 
Then 1 will make beat upon thy Body); take that, Joy, and 
that, and that, upon my Soul, and ſo I do take my leave, 
27. [ Beats him in the Sack. 
A Plague on him, he's gone ; he has almoſt kill'd me. 
Gripe. I can hold no longer the Blows all fell upon 
my Shoulders! 
Scap. You can't tell me; they fell on mine: Oh my 
Shoulders! 
Gripe. Yours ? Oh my Shoulders 
Scap. Peace they're coming; - 
In a hoarſe Seaman's Poice. * 
Where is the Dog? Il lay him on fare aud aft, winge 
Zim with a Cat-d'nine-tail, Keel-haul, and then hang him 
at the Main-Yard. 13 * 
In broken French-Engliſh. n. 
dere be na more Men in England, I will kille him, 1 
will put my Napier in his Body. I will give him two tree 
Fuſbe in de Gutte. 
Here Scapin as a Number of them together. 
Nie mum go this Way—0'the right Hand, no to th left 
Hana lie cloſe——/earch every where—by my Salva- 
tion I will kill the damm d Dog—and awe do catch en, will 
tear en in Pieces, and 1 do hear he went thick Wayne, 
Rraight forward. Hold, here is his Man; where is your 


: 


"Maſter Damn me, where? In Hell? ea. Hold, 
not fo furiouily——and you don't tell us where he js, aue U 
murder thee SE Y 


Do what you will, Gentlemen, I know not. 

Lo; him on thick, thuack him feundly. | . 

X pug hold, do what you will, I ne'er betray my 
er. 
Knock er down, beat en zoundly, to en, at en, at en, at 
[4s he is going to ſirike, Gripe feeps out, aud Scapin 
takes to his Heels, | YT" 
| Gripe. 
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Grize. Oh, Dog, Traitor, Villain! is this your Plot ? 
Would you have murdered me, Rogue? Unhkeard of 


Impudence. a | 
Enter Thrifty. 

Oh, Brother Thrifty ! You come to ſee me loaden with 
diſgrace; the Villain Scapin has, as I am ſenſible now, 
cheated me of 200/, This Beating brings all into my 
Memory. ' 

- Thrif. The impudent Varlet has gull'd me of the ſame 

um. | 

Gripe. Nor was he content to take my Money, but 
hath abus'd me at that barbarous rate that I am 'd 
to tell it ; but he ſhall pay for it ſeverely. 

Thrif. But this is not all, Brother; one Misfortune is 
the Forerunner of another: Juſt now I have received 
Letters from London, that both our Daughters have run 
away from their Governeſſes, with two wild debauch'd 
young Fellows, that they fell in love with. | 

Enter Lucia and Clara. 

Luc. Was ever ſo malicious Impudence ſeen - hah 
ſurely, if I miſtake not, that ſhould be my Father. 

Cle. And the other mine, whom Scapin has us d thus, 

Luc. Bleſs us! Return'd, and we not know of it. 

Cla. What will they ſay to find us here? 

Luc. My deareſt Father, welcome to England. 

Thrif. My Daughter Luce? | 

Luc. The ſame, Sir, 

Grit My Clara here too? | 
. Cla. Yes, Sir, and happy to ſee your ſafe Arrival. 
Tir, What ſtrange Deſtiny has directed this Hap» 

ineſs to us? Enter Octavian. * 
Gre. Hey day! 4 

Thrif. Oh, 80 I have a Wife for You. AD 

O#. Good Father, all your Propoſitions are vain; I 
muſt needs be free, and tell you, 1 am engage. 

Tri. Look you now); is not this very fine? Now I 
have a Mind to be merry, and to be Friends with you, 
u'll not let me now, will you? I tell you Mr. Gries 

ghter here—— " " 
Od. I'll never marry Mr. Gripe's Daughter, Sir, #8 
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long as I live: No, yonder's ſhe that I muſt love, and 
can never entertain the Thoughts of any other. 

Cla. Yes, Ofawian, I have at laſt met with my Fa- 
ther, and all our Fears and Troubles are at an End. 

Thrif. Lo ye now, you would be wiſer than the Fa- 
ther that begot you, would you? Did not I always ſay 
you ſhould marry Mr. Gripes Daughter? But you do not 
know your Siſter Luce. 

Oct. Unlook'd for Bleſſing! why ſhe's my Friend 
Leander's Wife! | 

Thrif. How, Leander's Wife! 

Grije. What, my Son Leander / 

Oct. Yes, Sir, your Son Leander. | 

Gripe. Indeed! Well, Brother Thrifty, tis true the Boy 
was always a good-natur'd B&y. Well, now 1 am fo 
overjoy'd, that f could laugh till I ſhook my Shoulders, 
but that I dare not they are ſo fore. But look here he 
comes. | Enter Leander. 

Leand. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I find my Marriage 
is diſcover'd ; nor would I indeed have longer conceal d 
it; this is my Wife, I muſt own her. | 

Gripe. Brother Thrifty, did you ever ſee the like, did 
you ever ſee the like? ha! 

Thrif..Own her; quoth-a! why kiſs her, kiſs her, Man; 
odſbodikins, when I was a young Fellow and was firſt 
marry'd, I did nothing elſe for three Months. O my 
Conſcience I got my Boy Octi there, the firſt Night, be- 
fore the Curtains were quite drawn! 

Gripe. Well, 'tis his Father's nown Child. Juſt fo, 
Brother, was it with me upon my Wedding-day, I could 
not look upon my dear without bluſhing ; but when we 
were a Bed, Lord ha' mercy upon us—but I'll no more. 

Leand. Is then my Father reconciled to me? 

Gripe. Reconcil'd to thee ! why Ilove thee at my Heart, 
Man, at my Heart; why 'tis my Brother Thrifty's Daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Lucy, whom I always defign'd for thy Wife; 
and that's thy Siſter Clara marry'd to Mr. Otta there. 

Leand. Octavian, are we then Brothers? there is no- 
thing that I could have rather wiſh'd, after compleating 
of my Happineſs with my charming Lucia. 

Thrift, 
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Thrif. Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in the 
Hall at Home, they are old and out of Faſhion. Sf. 
go to the Inn, and beſpeak a Supper may coſt more 
Money than J have got to pay for it, for I am reſolv d 
to run in Debt To-night. 

Shift. I ſhall obey your Commands, Sir. 

Thrif. Then, d'ye hear, fend out and muſter up all 
the Fidlers, blind or not blind, drunk or ſober, in the 
Town; let not ſo much as the Roaſter of Tunes, with 
his crack'd Cymbal in a Caſe, eſcape you. 

Gripe. Well, what would I give now for the Fellow 
that ſings the Song at my Lord Mayor's Feaſt: I myſelf 
would make an Epithalamium by way of Sonnet, and 
he ſhould ſet a Tune to it; 'twas the prettieſt he had laſt 
Tune. Enter Sly. 

Sly. Oh, Gentlemen, here is the ſtrangeſt Accident 
fallen out. 

Thrif. What's the Matter? 

Sly. Poor Scapin. a 

Gripe. Ha! Rogue, let him be hang'd. I'll hang 
him myſelf. | 

Sly. Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may ſpare ; for paſ: 
ing by a Place where they were building, a great Stone 
fell upon his Head, and broke his Scull ſo, you may 
ſee his Brains. 

Thrif. Where is he? 

Shy. Yonder he comes. 

Enter Scapin between two, his Head wrept up in Linntn 
as if he had been wounded. 

Scap. Oh me! oh me! Gentlemen, you ſee me, you 
ſee me in a ſad Condition, cut of like a Flower in the 
Prime of my Years : But yet I could not die without the 
Pardon of thoſe I have wrong'd; yes, Gentlemen, I 
beſeech you to forgive me all the Injuries that I have 
done; but more eſpecially I beg of you Mr. Thrifty, 
and my good Maſter Mr. Gripe. 

Thrif. For my Part I pardon thee freely ; go, and 
die in Peace. 

Scap. But tis you, Sir, I have moſt offended, by the 
inhuman Baſtinadoes which per 

4e. 
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Gripe. Pr'ythee ſpeak no more of it, I forgive thee too. 

Scap. Twas a moſt wicked Infolence in me, that I 
ſhould with vile Crabtree Cudge! | 

Gripe. Piſh, no more, I ſay I'm ſatisfy'd. 

Scap. And now ſo near my Death, tis an unexpreſ- 
fible Grief that I ſhould dare to lift my Hand againſt 

Gripe. Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tell thee 1 
have forgot all— | 

Scap. Alas! how good a Man you are! But, Sir, d'ye 
pardon me freely, and from the Bottom of your Heart, 
thoſe mercyleſs Drubs that— 

Gripe. Pr'ythee ſpeak no more of it; I forgive thee 
freely, here's my Hand upon't. 

Scap. Oh! Sir, how much your Goodneſs revives me! 

[ Pulls off his Cap. 

Gripe. How's that! Friend, take Notice, I pardon 
thee, but 'tis upon Condition that you are ſure to die. 

Scap. Oh me! I begin to faint again. 

Thrif. Come, fie Brother, never let Revenge employ 
your 'Thoughts now; forgive him, forgive him without 
any Condition. \ 

Gripe. A dewce on't, Brother, as I hope to be ſav'd, 
he beat me baſely and ſcurvily, never ſtir he did : But 
fince you will have it ſo, I do forgive him. | 

Thrif. Now, then let's to Supper, and in our Mirth 
drown and forget all Troubles. 

Scap. Ay, and let them carry me to the lower End of 
the Table; 

Where in my Chair of State I'll fit at Eaſe, 

And eat and drink, that I may die in Peace. 

[ 4 Dance.———E xeunt Omnes. 
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E P'T'L 0:62” 
Spoken by Mrs, Mary Lee, when ſhe 


was out of Humour, 


OW little do you gueſs what Tm to ſay ! 

Ti not to aſt how you like Farce or Play: 
For you muſt know, Ive other Buſineſs now ; 
It is to tell ye, Sparks, how abe like you. 
How happy were we, when in humble Guiſe 
You came with honeſt Hearts and harmleſs Eyes; 
State, without Noiſe and Tumult in the Pit: 
Oh what a precious Fewel then was Wit ! 
T now "tis grown ſo common, let me die, 
Gentlemen ſcorn to keep it Company. 
Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 
Your too much Plenty is become your Sin, 
Time was ye avere as meek as now you're proud, 
Did not in curſi Cabals of Criticks croud, 
Nor thought it avitty to be very loud; | 
But came to fee the Follies you would Hun; 
Tho" now fo fondly antick here you're grown ; 
T* invert the Stage's Purjoſe, and it's Rules; 
Make us Sjeftators, wwhilft you play the Fool. 
Equally witty, as ſome waliant are; 
7 4 fad Defects of both are extos'd here. 
For here you'll cenſure, who diſdain to write, 
And ſome make Quarrels here who ſcorn to fight. 

The rugged Soldier, that from War returns, 

And ſtill with th' Heat of former Actions burns; 
Let him but hither come to ſee a Play, 
Proceeds an arrant Courtier in a Day: 
Shall fleal from th" Pit, and fly up to the Box, 
There hold impertinent Chat with tawdry Maux : 


Till 
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Till. ere aware the Blufi rer falls in love; 
And Hero grows as harmleſs as a Dove. 
With us the kind Remembrance yet remains, 
| When awe were entertain d behind our Scenes. 
Tho" now, alas, wwe muſt your Abſence mourn, 
Whilft nought but Quality will ſerue your Turn. 
| Damn'd Pualiiy! that uſes poaching Arts, 
And ( as lis ſaid) comes maſt d to prey on Hearts. 
| | The froper Uſe of Vizors once aa, made, | 
When only worn by ſuch as own'd the Trade 
| Tho' now all mingle with em ſo together, 
| That you can hardly know the one from tother. 
But "tis no matter; on, purſue your Game, 
Till abearied you return at laſt, and tame; 
Kinow then tabill be our Turn to be ſewere ; 
For when you've left your Sting behind you there, | 
You lazy Drones, you ſhan't have Harbour here. 


